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With adverse fate we best can cope

When all we prize has fled;
And where there 'a little left to hope,

There Js little left to dread.
Oh, time glides ever quickly by,

Destroying all that's dear;
On earth there 'a little worth a sigh,

And nothing worth a tear.

What fears have I ?   What hopes in life ?

What joys can I command ?
A few short years of toil and strife

In a strange and distant land !
When green grass sprouts above this clay

(And that might be ere long),
Some friends may read these hnes and say,

The world has judged him wrong.

There is a spot not far away

Where my young sister sleeps,
Who seems alive but yesterday,

So fresh her memory keeps;
For we have played in childhood there

Beneath the hawthorn's bough,
And bent our knee in childish prayer

I cannot utter now.

Of late so reckless and so wild,

That spot recalls to me
That I was once a laughing child,

As innocent as she;
And there, while August's wild flowers wave,

I wandered all alone,
Strewed blossoms on her little grave,

And knelt beside the stone.

I seem to have a load to bear,

A heavy choking grief;
Could I have forced a single tear

I might havQ felt relief.